
ft

f

r-- J

&V& Vy'V.'V,'"V'&- -

The
Jewel Worshiper f

LCY
Varjck
by the Frank

"I have put PInchcr on tho trail of
Baxter and Marline. Ho will telcphono
ta after seven tonight. Whatever ho
Buy have to say pass It on to Feltner.
1 am particularly anxious to know It
etthor of thoso bulls, should go to sco
Bobcat nickott."

Ten minutes later Crewo went out.
Ho turned northward, walking with

.kla customary swiftness, but when
twlf-wa- y across Washington Square
ha' wheeled abruptly and started even

tore swiftly upon tho back track.
Another man who had also been

moving rapidly, half halted, then con-

tinued on his way; but Crowe stopped
Urn by stepping directly in front of
Mm.

"You aro a new man at the bureau,
aren't you?" ho asked. "X don't seem
to remember you. Hut, anyhow, It
Isn't worth your whllo to try to follow
mo. You would lose. Besides, it isn't
healthy. You might catch the malaria

or something."
Tho "shadow" grinned appreci-

atively.
"You might take mo along with

you," ho Bald. "It would. save us both
A lot of trouble and I'm willing to bo

, eoaxed."
"Oh, I see! You are another ono

f that bunch, aro you? You aro play-ta- g

with fire, young man, and you'll
burn your lingers if you don't look
ft."
"Oh, I guess I know how to avoid

the flames, Crewe. You seo I "
Ho stopped, for Crewe had wheeled

and left him, and tho would-b- e sleuth
nw him enter a waiting taxi which
drove rapidly away upon the instant
when tho door was banged shut; and
he could not foltow because there was

o other taxi in sight.
Tho taxi, as it happened, was

Crowe's personal property; and the
chauffeur who drovo it well, he also
helonged to Crewo. That strange man
bad many possessions of the sort In
and around New York, and he was
constantly adding to them.

Tho taxlcab was driven as 'rapidly
a the city ordinances permitted to

far up-tow- n station of the subway,
and the attention of tho chauffeur

eemed to he attracted to the oppo-
site side of tho street when his
"taro" stepped down and slammed
She door.

At all events the passenger dls- -

geared in the subway before the man
turned his head again, and even then
be had aheady started his car for-

ward.
Less than one hour later, or, to he

exact, at seven o'clock, Birge
portrait artist, in full evening

..dress, paused at tho door of his studio
"before going out, to give some last

to his man Feltner.
, "Keep your 'ears open for the tele-

phone, Feltner," ho said, "and bo
especially particular in regard to the

'reports you receive. If you should
'irant me, I will be at tho home of

' 8tr. Delormo until ten, and at the
f tlnb after that until twelve, Then I

. ehall' return here unless I satisfy you
otherwise."

a! Quito contrary to his habit he
-- r'Cnrned toward the rear of tho build-l3,tn- g

when he stepped from the eleva-- ,

tor and loft It by tho Nameless Street
floor, He did so becauso it was hla

'totention to walk to his destination,
ior the exercise It would affoid, and
It was a trifle more convenient to go

tit that way.
Ho was glad he did so.
Standing at the curb, facing the

building and apparently studying Its
"architecture, was tho shadow who
' bad attempted to follow Crewo across

Washington Square, and beside him
eras Detoctive Sam Bunting.

The latter came forward at once,
and bo grasped tho hand which Mo-mu- x

extended in greeting.
"Good evening, Mr. Moreaux." ho

aid' In his hearty manner. "Pleaso
jdon't think that I was spying on you,
or the building, either, for that mat-
ter. Muchmoro Is around tho corner

a an errand for tho chief, and I was
vetting for him. But I would have
gone In too see' you for a moment if It

ad not been for the engagement with
you at ten-thirt- y tonight."

"Oh, 1 hadn't a thought of your
spying upon me, Bunting I" the artist
returned smiling. "Who Is that

her chap?"
"Ho is a new man at tho bureau,

although several ycar3 on tho forco.
i Painter that's his name undorlook
to trail Crowe this afternoon and lost
8iim. He has heard somehow

' Muchmoro didn't tell him nor I that
Crewo sometimes visits this building
by tills entrance, and ho is so mad to
think that Crewe gavo him tho slip

r that bo Bays ho is going to stand right
thoro until Crowo comes, or until it is
tinio for him to go to his South Fifth
Avenuo placo again."

"Oh, I seel Did you havo some-
thing that you particularly wished to

)wy to mo that you thought of
upon mo just now instead of

.".wltlni; until; our ovening
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"Yes, I did. And I hopo you won't
think mo officious or fresh when 1 do
say it, Mr. Moreaux,"

"Certainly not, Bunting. What Is
it?"

"I don't know what your relations
with Crowo are, Mr. Moreaux, and I
don't care to know. I want you to
believe that. But I do know that
practically tho entire dctectivo bu-

reau has been given the tip to 'get'
him, If ho enn bo 'got.'

"And so hero is where Mr. Fresh
Buttinski comes in I felt like pass-
ing the tip on to you. I thought per-
haps you might think it would bo just
as well If you had nothing more to do
with that man for tho present nt
least. I speak as an officer to a citi-
zen, and, If you will permit mo to say
it, as ono who wishes to bo your
friend."

"Shako hands, Bunting. That's
bully of you! I appreciate it, too. But
for your own enlightenment I will tell
you that Crewe Is not at all likely to
appear at this door again for some
time to come, nnyhow. You know I
havo the key that you took from him.

"You might put your friend wise
and spare him the fatigue of stand-
ing up all night. Do not think that
you presumed in giving me the warn-
ing. I nm really very much obliged
to you. I will look for you and Much-mor- e

at tho club at ten-thirt- y to-

night."
"We will bo there."
"Do, for I expect to havo some-

thing of considerable Importance to
tell you."

But as Moreaux hurried on his way
his thought, If uttered aloud, would
have been:

"1 wonder If Bunting was lying.
Tf so he played the part all right."

CHAPTER X.
No Matter Who the Thief May Be.
"Mr. Delorme." said Moreaux the

two men faced each other across the
library table In that small room which
was called the "den" I asked for this
short talk with you when I telephoned
two hours ago because I had an Im-

portant question to ask you one
which may prove to be of grave Im
portance."

"Very well, Birge. But surely you
don't have to request interviews with
me. Nobody is more welcome at my
bouse than you are. The latch-strln- g

is alwaj's out to you."
"I know that, sir, and thank you

heartily for it."
"What is the ques-

tion?"
"Before asking it I will preface It

by a short statement."
"Weil? Well? Co ahead."
"I have felt very much concerned

about the disappearance of those
jewels of Lorna's; more so than you
have, I Imagine. At all events, 1

promised Lorna tint I would do my
utmost to have them restored to her."

"That is very kind of you, Blrge
Lorna prizes such things highly and,
Incidentally, she thinks that you are
about the salt of the earth."

"In order to keep my promise to
her I have, In ono way and another,
engaged the services of several oth-
ers."

"Detectives, I suppose? I'm sorry.
I did not wish to have the affair
noised abroad."

"Detectives and some others who
are not exactly detectives, and it will
not be noised abroad, Mr. Delorme."

"I am glad of that. Pleaso go on."
"Inquiry, deduction, thought, care-

ful analysis, and some abstract in-

vestigation in different quarters havo
collectively convinced mo that It will
not be a difficult matter to recover the
lost articles. Tho question Is thl3:
Do you want those lost jewels re-

turned, without regard to tho Identity
of tho person who took them?"

'MoBt certainly I do."
"No matter who tho the thief

may prove to bo?"
"The answer is the same, Blrgo.
"Do you recall our conversation at

the breakfast table this morning?"
"Every bit of it, word for word."
"Then I havo your authority to go

ahead with a free hand, without fear
or fayor, no matter upon whom the
burden of guilt may fail?"

"You havo. But, for Heavon's
sake, why all this mystery? If you
know whoro tho jowels aro and who
took them, why don't you out with It
and tell me?"

"I DON'T know yet."
"Oh, I sco. You aio surmising

guesBlng."
"But I havo got three guesses, Mr.

Delorme, according to the old style
of playing tho game. And ono of thorn
Is sure to win. And whichever ono
wins, or, rather, no matter which one-o-

tho thrco may win, tho resultant
consequence will be lot U3 say

"You Insinuate, Blrgo, that some-
body whom I know and know well,
is. tho giilUy poison?"

"It Is more than an insinuation, sir,
It Is a-- statement," - ''

"Why don't you toll mo tho names
of all three of your 'guesses'?" i

"For tho specific reason that such a
courso would ho a decided Injuntlco to
the two who aro Innocont."

"I had not thought of that. Well,
go abend In your own wny, Blrgo. No
matter who tho guilty party may bo,
I havo no sympathy for him, or her,'
ns the caso may dovclop. Tho ono who
la guilty should ho exposed; If not
publicly, then, nt least, to tho few who
ought to know about it."

"Very good, sir." Moreaux left; his
chair, helped himself to a fresh cigar
from tho open box on tho table, light-
ed It, shook hands with Mr. Delorme,
who had nlso risen, crossed to tho
door, then turned about and said:

"Oh, by tho way, aro you attending
tho Netherlands Society dinner to-

morrow night?"
"Yes. Aren't you? You'ro a mem-

ber."
"Oh, 1 shall doubtless bo thero

unless something happens In tho
menntlmo to prevent."

"Blcs3 me! You talk 03 If you
were a man of business, and I never
know anybody who had more leisure
on his hands. Do you know, Blrge"
whlstfully "I used to wish that when
my Lorna chose a husband it would
to you. Forgive nn old man for say-
ing it, but I havo wished it many
times."

Moreaux's tall form seemed to grow
perceptibly taller, and tho expression
in his eyes was serious indeed, not-
withstanding hi3 smilo as ho replied
quickly:

"Good Heavens, Delorme, I nm
twice as old as she is. Sho Is nine-
teen and I am thirty-eight- . That would
never do, you know. Such a thought
never occurred to Lorna, fond as she
was, and is, of me."

"But It occurred to you more than
once, Blrge. I know." "

"Nonsense, Mr. Delormo. Non-
sense. Gracious! I must go.-- Good
night, sir."

Promptly nt half past ten o'clock
the two officers, Muchmoro and Bunt-
ing, arrived at the club where Blrgo
Moreaux wa3 waiting them.

He conducted them at onco to a se-

cluded corner, offered them refresh-
ments, which they accepted, and hav-
ing lighted cigars all around, tho ar-

tist looked quizzically at Muchmoro
and inquired:

"Well, lieutenant, what'3 doing?"
"We supposed that our errand hero

was to have your reply to that ques-

tion, Mr. 'Moreaux," was the quick
reply.

"Still, you have something on your
mind. I can see that much. Before I
unbossom myself, suppose you tell me
what ha3 happened to Interest you to-

day."
"Very well, sir. Nothing of any

importance. And I really am not sure
that I ought to tell you about It."

"1 think you may trust me, lieuten-
ant."

"I will. You gavo me a tip last
night about a Mephlstophellan looking
chap that you had seen talking with
another man in tho Bowery near
Houston Street. After I accompanied
Mr. Delorme to headquarters I went
over to CrSwe's just to look around a
bit, and he was there. I had doped it
out who he was In tho meantime. Ho
calls himself Sindahr, the miraclo
worker."

"Ah, yes. I have heard of him."
"It isn't necessary to tell you all

that happened. When I first went In-

side I took a good look at him, and
one of the things I saw was a few
traces of some sort of preparation
which he had evidently been using to
make his hair white, or gray.

"It was under his hair, along the
back of his neck; just a trace of It,
but enough to set mo thinking. I de-

cided to arrest him as a suspicious
character and hold him for investiga-
tion, and so, put the cuffs on him.
Later, he managed to get away; but
that doesn't matter. I can get him
again when I want him."

"I see."
"The point Is this: thero were

things about him that jogged my
memory, but I could not put my fin-

ger on them, so to speak. But the
though has been hiking around in my
cranium the whole blessed day, and
half an hour ago I met him on the
street in his other character, and I'll
bo blowed if he didn't have tho gall
to stop me nnd speak to mo. I got
his measure then, all right."

"I am still very much In tho dark,
lieutenant," Moreaux said mildly.

"Do you recall a Count Suclnl who
was at the wedding reception?"

"Yea."
"Well, that's tho guy."
"You don't tell me! Did you ar-

rest him again?"
"Not by a Jugful. I pretended that

I was mightily glad to see him again,
asked him for his card, got it, and
sent him on bis way rejoicing. He's
the thief, or I'm only a constablo. But
getting doesn't mean getting the
stolen jewels. Ho's got to bo stalk-
ed."

"That is very interesting, lieuten
ant, You do not intend to arrest nlm
at once, then, even If you should see
him again In the characte. of "

"No. I'll lot him havo his head foi
two or threo days. But 1 will a3k the

(Inspector to put three of our best men
on hlra so that e'vory movo he makes
will bo known."

"Well, well. Your information Is
somowhut of a squelcher upon what 1

Intended to suggest, although I don't
supposo It will really niuko any

after all."
"What was It, Mr. Moreaux?" tho

lieutenant rcquo3ted cagorlyj and
Bunting bent forward In his chair and
asked at tho same) tinio: "Pleaso tell

us what it is, sir."
"You woro both rather eager last

night to understand exactly what
woro tho relations between that man
Crowo nnd myself. And this ovonlng
Mr. Bunting wai kind enough to glvo
mo a warning concerning him. Tho
fact Is, gentlemen, it has been my
good or ill fortune to perform a sor-vic- o

for Crowo in tho past, nnd ho Is
not ono who forgets."

"Ho remembers both - ways, good
and bad," Bunting remarked quietly.

"Wo will say, then, that recalling
hh promises of servl'-- to mo, I asked
him to assist In tho recovery of tho
lost jewels. Tho point Is this and
wo will forget tho source of my

If you pleaso. That Is part
of tho contract."

"Certainly."
"Tho descriptions of tho wedding

presents in tho newspapers has ex-

cited tho cupjdlty of every crook in
tho city. Many of them supposo the
presents to be still contained in Mr.
Delormo's house. It is to be burglar-
ized tomorrow night.

"Wait, please, until I havo finished.
Mr. Delormo will not bo at homo if
he keeps an engagement he has made;
but he may not keep it. At all events,
I shall be there, or If not inside of the
house, near at hand."

"Do you know tho time planned
for tho burglary, Mr. Moreaux?"
Bunting asked.

"Yes; I am coming to that. But
understand me, it would not do for
cither of you to be In the Immediate
neighborhood on tho watch. The
lookout would spot you. I was es-

pecially warned against that."
"Well, what then?"
"I will be there, probably insido of

tho house, watching; whether Delormo
Is there or not. Around the corner in
Madison Avenue, a block and a halt
away, there Is an undertaker's estab-
lishment kept by a man named Gro-ve- r.

"If you two officers will promise to
wait there, inside of that shop, with
patience, from half past one until I
call you on the telephone, you will
catch d whoever tho bur-
glars may be and it Is possible, just
possible, that there will bo other de-

velopments. Now what do you both
say?"

"Don't you think that you run an
unnecessary risk " Bunting began.

"Not at all. The telephone Is so
located that I won't be heard using
It."

"Mr. Moreaux Is right. His way
is the best way, Bunting. It Is your
job, and wo will do as you say, Mr.
Moreaux," Muchmoro said decisively.

"Good. Then it is settled that you
will both be at tho undertaker's at
half past one tomorrow night, and will
remain there, inside, until I call you
on the telephone?"

"Yes."
"And also that in the meantime

not another person than ourselves
not even your own chief shall be told
anything at all about It? I must in-

sist upon that, too."
"Certainly," Muchmoro replied.

"Wo would much rather work thl3
cut ourselves than to have half a
dozen unnecessary men detailed to
assist."

"Remember, I do not know tho
exact time. It may be an hour, or
even more, before I call you on the
phone," Moreaux cautioned.

"We will wait at the undertaker's
till you do call, if it takes until day-
light," Muchmore replied; and Bunt-
ing nodded his acquiescence to that
statement.

CHAPTER XI.
The Delicate Hand of Crewe.

Tho following night was a busy one
for Crewe; also for officers Baxter
and Marline: likewise for some oth-
ers in whom we are more or less in-

terested.
The "business" part of it, so far

as we are concerned, began a few
minutes before twelve, when the front
door at Crewe's opened just a little
and the sinister visage of Sindahr,
tho miracle worker, appeared In the
aperture, his black eyes scanning the
face of every person in the place.
Then he glided swiftly to the bar be
hind which Crewe was standing.

"I don't want those two cops to
come In and find me here," he said
rapidly and uneasily.

"Go Into the back room and wait
there," Crewe replied. "I will bring
your cordial to you presently."

"I brought those stick-pin- s and
things to you last night. You weren't
here. Igavo them to Christy. Did
ho tell you?"

"Yes.;
Sindahr gilded Into the back room

and closed the door after him.
Crowo selected a glass larger than

tho ono from which Sindahr usually
drank his native cordial. Into the bot-

tom of It he dropped two small whito
pellets. Then ho filled tho glass to tho
brim with tho cordial, placed the hot-tl- o

Itself upon a tray with tho filled
glass, and carried it into tho back
room.

"I shall be busy for a time, Sin-
dahr," he said as ho put the tray
down on the table, "but I brought tho
bottle of cordial, in case you should
want mora boforo I return. You will
bo entirely aafo in here."

Ho wont out again but at tho end
of twenty minutes ho returned to tho
back room and found tho miracle
worker soundly asleep with his head
resting on his arms upon the table.

Crowo oponcd tho door into tho halL
Thon ho turned about, lifted Sin-

dahr from tho chair and throw hlra
across his sliouldors as ho might have
done with a bag of meal. Five min-
utes later ho deposited tho Bleeping
man upon tho bed In a room abovo tho
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saloon, nnd having arranged him in
a comfortablo position, wont out, lock-
ing tho door after him.

Tho key ho gavo to Christy, with a
fow whispered words of explanation,
tho closing words of which woro: "It
is entirely harmless, Christy. Ho will
wako up tomorrow noon without tho
least sonsatlon of having been doped.
I had to do It in order to carry out
my plans."

"Plncher Just telephoned again,"
Christy remarked.

"Well?"
"Baxter and Marline havo just

gono Into Bobcat Blckett's hideout, in
Fourth Street."

"Good. It Is working all right."
"Ho nnd Cracker are both on tho

watch.".
"Good again."
Over at Blckett's "hido-out,- " as

Christy had called it, the yegg had
been waiting since tho early after-
noon of tho preceding day.

His nervousness nnd trepidation
had increased with each hour ho wait-
ed, because of the letter he had writ-
ten and posted whllo on his way thero
from Crewe's, becauso of tho certainty
that Baxter, to whom the letter had
been addressed, would appear there to
sco him; because Baxter had been
such a long time In replying to it in
person as had been requested, and
because of the dire consequences that
would follow if Crewo should arrlvo
while Baxter was there and find them
together.

And Bobcat felt certain that Crewo
would show up that night, since he
had not done so the preceding ono.

Baxter made hh? a'ppearance shortly
after midnight, and Marline was with
him.

They ascended the stairs softly,
Baxter scratched against the door in
a peculiar manner with his thumbnail,
it opened instantly, and they passed
inside into utter darkness. Nobody
uttered a sound.

Baxter struck a match and lighted
the gas. It revealed Bobcat Klckett
standing with his back against the
door, whlto and
frightened.

"What time Is It?" he demanded
before either of the officers could
speak.

"It's a quarter past twelve, or
maybe a little more, Bobcat," Marline
replied. "We've got time enough.
We'll get out before he comes. Say,
you're the yellowest stool-pigeo- n I
ever knew."

"I ain't either. I'm only dead
scared of Crewe. So are you, and so
Is Baxter, if anybody should ask you,"
was the quick retort.

"Well, drop that. Bax got your
letter only about an hour ago, 'r we'd
have been here last night. Where's
this play goln' to be made? What's
doln'?"

"I dunno what it Is only that
Crewe's comin' here as soon as ha
closes up, an' I'm to take my best and
lightest tools with us when wo go
out."

"Didn't he let drop nothln' else?"
Baxter demanded.

"No; so help me, he didn't. Just
that. But you have promised me,
Eax, and you, too, Marl, that If ever
I could frame It so's to get anything
on Crewe, you'd let up on me. Well,
here Is your chanst.

"Crewe's goln' to do something to-

night, 'r he wouldn't havo made that
date with me, would he? If you two
bulls can't trail aloqg and find out
what is it, after what I've told you
that ain't MY fault."

"What do you think of it, Marl?"
Baxter asked his partner.

"It looks good to me, Bax," was the
reply. "It's workln' out fine. We'll
get Crewe tonight, and get him right.
Say, Rickett, can't you stow ono of
us away somewhere? I'd like to hear
what Crewe's got to say when he gets
here,"

The stool-pigeon'- s eyes dilated with
terror.

"I wouldn't dast," he replied In-

stantly. "I'd rather chuck the hull
thing right now than do that. And
anyhow Crewe won't say any more to
me here than he said in his own bar-
room.

"I won't know where we're goin'
till we get there. That's a cinch.
And f'r tho love of Pete, get out now!
He's likely to be here any minute.
He's always ahead of time; that is his
long suit. And say! if he should find
you two bulls here with me "

Words utterly failed the stool-pigeo-

Terror at tho very thought
of such a climax appalled him.

The two officers could see that he
was trembling and they grinned in ap-

preciation of tho fact. A policeman
despises a stool-pigeo- n almost as In-

tensely as a fellow crook hates ono.
They nodded to each other and

moved toward the door.
"We'll be thero, wherever It Is,

about as soon as you' are, Bobcat"
Baxtor said, and they passed outside.

Plncher, on watch in a doorway op
poslto, saw them stop at a drug-stor- e

Marline waitou while Baxter went In-

side and used a telephone.
What he said when he called up

police headquarters was told to Mo
rcaux tho following day by tho one
official dowu there who know his true
character and work; but it is worth
repeating hero.

"Wo have nlways wanted to get our
claws Into Crow," he told the man in
charge of tho desk. "The chance has
arrived. Bobcat Rickett has been
playln' 'stool' for Marl an mo, but
the snap is too big for us to play it
alone. If you'll be on tap down there,
and ready to movo suddon when I call
up again, wo'U nail him tonight red
handed) Ho's goln' to pull off some

. thing, biit whether It's Moreaux's
studio r tho park band, 'r tho U. S.

I don't know yet.
But, nil tho samo, when I tap tho wlro
ngaln, you bo ready to hump your-
selves."

Muchmoro and Bunting woro not at
headquarters nt tho time, bo they did
not recelvo tho telephoned informa-
tion which fact evidenced tho deli-
cacy of Crewo's scheming.

At ten minutes boforo ono Crowo
passed into tho hallway of tho houso
whero Rickett lived, and ho did not
oven glanco in tho direction of whero
ho supposed Cracker might be hiding.

Ho knew that Baxter was somo-wher- o

near, watching. Ho knew that
Baxter was called an oxport "shad-
ow", and would follow closely after
Rickett and himself when they should
appear and that was precisely what
he most desired.

A taxi tho samo ono ho had used
tho preceding evening had followed
him to a point a hundred feet from
Rlckett's doorway. When he cams
from tho houso again accompanied by
the Bobcat they stepped In It and
were driven rapidly away.

But officer Marline had anticipated
Just such an emergency, and was seat-
ed in another one, half a block away,
Baxter joined him Instantly. The
driver hnd already received his in-
structions.

The-taxlca- containing tho two
officers followed tho other ono which
held Crewo and the yeggman.

Their destination we already know.
Likewise tho fact that tho owner ot
tho houso was attending a banquet
and so wa3 not at home.

CHAPTER XII.
The Housebreakers.

Crewe entered the houso at the
front door, using ono of the keyes
which Christy had procured for him.

Rickett wondered why he had beea
taken along, since there seemed to bo
no need for his "lightest kit." Th
time was approximately a quarter
past one; rather an early hour for
burglars to get busy.

Inside the house, when the door was
closed behind them, Rlckett's impa-
tience got the best of him; and ho
demanded:

"What the blazes did you want of
mo an' my tools for, when you've got
the keys?" Crewe put his lips clos.
to tho yegg's ear and whispered:

"If you utter another sound unless
you'ro asked, I'll choke you Into si-

lence and leave you here."
There was a dim light in the foyer.
Crewe led the way up tho wide

Btalrway, going forward, Rickett
thought. Is If he were familiar with
his surroundings and so came pres-
ently to a door which opened at hU
touch. Passing inside the room, Crewo
closed and locked the door. And then
snapped on the electrics, flooding tho
apartment with brilliancy.

The yegg, accustomed to obscurity
when he made his nocturnal calls at
unfamiliar residences, started back la
dismay, cowering.

"Don't do that," he whispered, for-
getting the order not to speak unless
spoken to; but Crewe seemed not to
hear. He passed quickly on Into aa
adjoining room and snapped on mors
lights.

It was the dressing-roo- of a young
woman; a glance revealed that fact;
but Crewe did not so much as glanco
toward tho articles it contained, al-

though Rickett found timo to slip sev-
eral gold-backe- toilet articles into
his capacious pockets.

Crewe led the way through a gener-
ous bath-roo- Into a bedroom beyond
it, where he snapped on more lights.
Then he pointed to a small, square
door, breast high In the wall at that
Bide of the room nearest the bath-
room.

"Tacklo that, Bobcat," he said
Bhortly. "It is made ot steel, although
the veneering is wood. It is fastened
'with a double-ke-y lock, and It wont
be easy. Tacklo it, and be quick
about it, too."

The Bobcat "tackled" it, and ho
was an expert at his profession. It
was surprising, even to Crewe, how
swiftly and how deftly he worked.

We need not describe the process
nor his methods. In a marvelously
short time, considering the difficulties,
tho small steel door gavo way before
bis efforts and fell ajar, mutilated, but
not beyond repair.

Ho turned with an expression ot
pride In his eyes, but Crewe Bhoved
him ruthlessly aside without com-
ment. Then he peered Into the com-
partment, the Interior of which had
been thus disclosed.

There were many things there, some
of undoubted value. Rickett, peering
over Crewo's bent shouldors, rubbed
bis hands together and licked hla lies
expectantly.

(To Be Continued.)

Artificial cars t- - n so skillfully, made
that they may v1 h difficulty bo dis-
tinguished from natural ones, so It la
claimed.

When the person who lost an ear
to tho manufacturer for u sub-

stitute, there Is made a mold of tho
remaining ear. If thero be left any
rart of the vother, a mold of that part
also must be taken to assist in the
fitting of tho artificial. Manufacturers
assort that no two ears aro allkn, nnd
that it takes a skilful workman to pre-
pare an ear from the mold or molds.

When finished tho new ear Is past-
ed on tho stump, or simply set in the
position of the lost ear. It is really on-
ly the first artificial car that Is expen-
sive, tho chief cost pertaining to the
making of tho mold. Vulcanized rub-
ber, which can be bent nnd twisted,
has been found to constitute the best
material for the making of artificial
ears.
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